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PROLOGUE. 


Spoke by Miſs Roz1x$0N jun. in boy's eloaths. 


w'D by the fears that damp a baſhful mad, 
I choſe to face you thus in maſquerade ; 

For females (you declare) are ill at ſpesches; 
*Tis true, and therefore I appear in breeches. 9 
And let my carping ſex deny it ſtill, | | 
You wives wou'd ever wear em by your will. 
Beſides, I now aſſume a freer air, 
And ſtrut, and ſtalk, like any buſkin player. 
Nor you rough'creatures of the bearded race,” + 
Pretend I do your borrow'd ſex diſgrace: 
My innocence no ſtain to manhood brings 1 
And beays, like me, are pretty barmleſs things. 
If your indulgence now befriends my cauſe, 
I may in time, perhaps, deſerve applauſe. 
In ſager years I may theſe toys forget, 
And ſhine a tragic Queen, or gay coquet. 
At fair Monimia's {oftneſs may I aim, 
Or Cleopatra's fire exalt my fame: 
Then ſhall your generous fouls be nobly 6d, 
And praiſe that merit which yourſelves inſpir d. 
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SCENE, n IAN. 
Zur Cantus aud Kinsows: | 


EEE "2+. 2Ca431n B55 82 
Darn, was ever ſuch a firing of diſappointments: 
But Sir Barnaby Biodover's averſion to me, and that 
C * Iriſh raſcal's treachery, mult kill my hopes! Poor Fidelia! 
Kim. 1 verily believe there muſt be conjuration in't, or: 

things cou'd never fall out fo croſs: | 
Car. I believe, dame, the devil has nothing to do in't: 

1. at all but that my good genius has thrown all theſa 
rubs in my. way, to prevent my deſtruction. I am 4 
younger brother, and Fidelia's a beggar: if ſhe marries: 
without her father's conſent therefore, upon cooler: 

thoaghts, I ſec no buſineſs that we two have together. 
Kim. Nor I truly, Sir — but I durſt not take upon me 

at viſe you— Ab, noble Captain, I know two or three 

buxom widows, not a hundred miles off, that wou'd lick 

their lips at ſuch a proper fine gentleman. 

Car. But then, who can be poor, and poſſeſs ſo moch 

beauty Let me indulge a little poetioal rapture 
Can't I fancy her hair: the gold of Pactolus ; ber teeth, 
rows of orient pearl; each of thoſe eyes a brilliant of 
more value than the great Duke of Tuſcany's——1s- 
not all Aradia in her breath, , and in ber embrace the /z«- 


dies? | N. | ; 
n. Why, lack-a-day, there "tis now——this ſame 
Cupid does b run in your pericranium Have not 1. 


" *, tp brandy 


** 


Waggon. 


e YE | * . 


brandy and beer enough in my cellar——Can't your 


boner drink the little whore's-bid away? 

Car, A pretty way truly.of forcing a trade. So, thou 
wou dſt throw. me into a calenture, to cure me of a freu- 
zy. 

. - 7 <, 4 Enter. Roni... * | : | E 

Rob. Miſtreſs, they want to pay in the Swan, and a 

int of purl in the Dolphin: and yonder's Mr Buſkin, the 
rolling actor, with-bis company, juſt li't out of their 


* „ cwwaDd 


Vm. Living Sirs ! What, my old Friends! I han't ſeen. 
em theſe two years— 
hear! bid the maid make ſi+ tragedy dumplias. 

| [ Exit; Rob.. 

Car. Hold, Betty=——What- are. thoſe ſtrollers that: 
are come to your houſe ! 

Kim. Poor merry people, Sir, that live by their wits, . 
and go about the country to and agen. Some of eh 
have got ſuch a knack of that pottry, that they are al- 
ways {peaking in varſes, far above my compacity. Your: 
Fonour will, pardon me, I muſt go wait on em. { Exit. 


Car. A ſtrolling com pany! bis may be of ſome uſe . 


to carry on my deſigu tho! ſuch a train of diſap- 
poiatmeats wou'd make any Quixote deſpair; but my- 
If. | . | | 


TEE, Enter JEREMY with a Letter. "Dit, 
Ma. honeſt Jeremy, what brings you hither ? how does 


my friend thy good maſter ? - 


Jer. U leſt him well; Sir, three hours age—— he has 
difpatch'd* me to your honour with his ſervice, and this 


leiter, an't pleaſe you. 


Car. H lit muſt be matter of importance, it he ſent 
vou ex preſs hither—— - 


Dear Ned, 8 
Ia informed, that ene Patrick Macahone, an Trith« 
man, who deſerted from me with his horſe and accontre» 
ments, has been ſome time entertained as a domeſtick by 

your neighbour vir Barnaby Bindover ; he 4s red. hair d, 
well.ſet, middle. ſix d fellow, about thirty, and has very; 
FOI 5 wy 2 ane 
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Set on the porridge pot, and d'ye: 


will x 
cloth | 
quire f 


u 
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much of — i intelligence be true, in 18 


curiug him you will oblige your friend and fir. 


vant, F rr u Plume. 


3821 


How, my bind Von 2. d he is ſtill 


| better and better to have my revenge of the 


will be ſome ſatisfaction, tho? I get nothing elſe by + wot 
but whid. knows ?—it may turn to my advantage. another: 
Way——No.man bas fo, great an influenee, over the 
Enight as that raſcal. Well, Jeremy, L ſuppoſe you 
12957 partly the conteots of this letter 

Jer. Something about a deſerter I heard the Colonet 
fay———who he ſuſpects is a ſervant at ihe great bouſe 
Joſt hard be. 

Car. "Tis even fo, Jeremy-——nd it way lie in thy 
pow 'r.to do us both a great piece of Fri Wer't thou 
ever in Ireland! ; 

Fer. Three years, an't pleaſe your n 

er. Thou haſt the brogue then a little ſure? 

Jer. As well as any teague of em all, Sir, if that can 
gue honour any kindneſs. _ 
Gar. It may, Jeremy the greateſt imaginable 
we malt go a cunning, way to work with this raſcal; 


maſter's a man of authority, las a value for the An 


will never deliver him, that's certain, for he hates gur 
cloth heartily.; you mult therefore go to the houſe, en- 
quire for the knave, under the plauſible colour of being bis 
countryman—he" $ a true half-witted bog-trotter, and 
't will be a matter of no great difficulty to draw him in bi- 
ther, to.drink——ply bim with liquor, get out his whole 
hiſtory—l will hear all from a corner, and then ſecure 
him —run, fly, loſe no time, honeſt Jeremy—and ne” 
upon a return ſuitable to your ſervice. 
Jer. I am at your bonour's devotion, and will give a 
good account of the rogue, never fear, Sir ; let me alone 
r playing my part. [Exits 
Car. I ſhall run thro” as many labours, o my conſei- 
ence, as Hercule to come at this girl twill de 
hard if I ſhould lofe her at laſt may. this be my ze 


plus ultra I beleechVenus——for 1 begin to grow hearti» 


Iy weary ha! I ſee the beroes moving this way——bleſs 


me, what tigures * + faith 2 need not ore. thei mote 


. oY 
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for their very dreſs and mein is a faroe I'll ep aſide” \ 
. and] obſerve their motions a little. +, [Path 

| Enter Buskiu, Mrs. Busgin, Tauvenzon, 

OE eee eee 


Span. L tell yon, brother Buſkin, we Thall never be able 
to reach St. Albans to night ——our fore · horſe is: quite 
founder d. 4 1 * * * 4 195 1 * Aa x 
Span. Why then, ſo we had better onder poor 
Mercury will never keep pace with us ele — be had. 
—_ have two wings, I am ſure for he has loſt both 

is heels. 1%, 

Buf, His ſhoes ſhall be repaired: p 

San. Deep roads and dark nights are my averſion—- 
and then too, theſe villainous highwaymen have bo more 
regard for hetoes and princes; . than for graziers and ped- 
lars. Suppoſe they ſhou}d* make bold with our exche- 
quer and wardrobe, behind ſome convenient bedge 
wou' d it not be a moſt doleful cataſtrophe ? © Is 


RY 2 


Buf, Vile beggary, and ruin would inſue. 5 
Trum. Baſe recreaut, can'ſt thou have a thought fo 


poor, 
When Frocchiooh, valiant Truncheon, is thy guard : 
Whoſe fingle arm has lain fo many thoufands ? 
What highwayman or bold foot-pad ſhall dare 
Approach our cart, while I with loaded blunderbuſi 
Frot by, upon our eyeleſs Sorrel's back ?* 

Brf. Who doubts thy valour, moſt heroic brother! 
Of which ſo lately we have ſeen a proof. 
Whea thou didſt break the fawcy landlord's head,. 
And ſit fo like a Cæſat in the ſtocks ?* 

But let me tell thee, where there lies at ſtake; 
Such vaſt variety of pompous raps, 


Manttes and ſpangled robes, and copper crowns; ead 
With Briſtol's faireſt diamonds ehrich'd, 1d 
To hazard all upon thy ſingle prowefs,. 2 a 


Wou'd argue us too raſh—lt muſt not be. | Ooh 

Our brother Spangle has been lately in the powdering This ta. 
tub, #7 

My queen's with cbild, and L bave got the gout. 1 

Enter . ag 


* 
"- 
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Enter CARBINE, ; 


Car. Gentlemen, I am your bumble ſerrant— Madam, 
your moſt obedient—nay, Jans ceremonie, or | vaniſh 
this is my home —1 preſume by your habits that you 

are itinerant players. a 
Span. Yes, Ubiquitariaus, and pleaſe your honour 
the only performers in England—that keep up to the ori- 
ginal rules of the drama — as twas inſtituted firſt by the 
mighty Theſpis our founder Our heroes, Sir, travel in 
carts, eat in carts, ſleep in carts, and femetimes make 
* exits out of carts. 1 =, 8 | 
ar. Your travelliog equ ſomewbat me- 
thinks, Gentlemen. I OT Th” J 

Span. You muſt know, Sir, that bitch fortune gave us 
a proof of her inſtabiliey yeſterday, by overſetting our 
waggon; and ſo moſt of our wearing apparel being left 
with a ſcowrer in a moſt fithy pickle, we have been 
forc'd to make bold with ſome of our theatriral fyrai- 
ture. . 5 1 7 | : 

Car. I copelude Sir, from that mojeſty of aſpect, tht. 


| you are ſome mighty poteutate. 


Bufſ. Sir, you conclude right. 
Crowns are as familiar to this awful brow, 
As caps of flannel, Each revolving ſun 
Has ſeen me veſted with imperial ſtate. 
And that rich ore, | 

which tbe vulgar ſo profanely make £ 
luce-pans and kettles, candleſticks and,pots, 
Is melted into diadems for me. l. \ 
hat mighty monarch ſleeps there in his urn, 
hat has nat at ſome time reviy'din me! 
I have been Montezuma, Aurenge-Zebe, 
Dread Muley Moluch, and great Mithridates, 
Philip of Spain, and Pharamond of Gaul: 
And at this preſent, fince you'd know my titles, 
Am ſtil'd Great Herod, of Jade King, | J 
Car. I kiſs the hem of your Mijeſty's garment. — 
This lady I prefume then is——1 wou'd kif ber hands, if 
1 durſt be ſo bold. | 
Bui. Touch her ſoft lip and welcome, © + 
Car. But 1 dou't ke the princeſs, 5 1 
Tee B. 


Pl : 
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Bu. The princeſs, Sir, by chance ſtept in the mire, 
And dries her ſtockings by the kitchen fire. 

Car. You, Sir, ſhou'd be ſome fon of Mars by that 
heroic deportment. © 

Trun. A braver ſoldier treads not leathetn ſhoe. - 
I have been Alexander, Hector, Czſar, 
Godfrey of Buloign, and tam'd Hannibal. 

Span Ay, and Jack F alſtaffe too, Sir z- *tis. « his maſter 
piece, I'll aſſure you. 

Trun. Tne giants and the nee have 3 

. Span. Ay, and the pigs and turkeys thou has ſtolo. 

Trun, Are more in number than th' Arabian ſands, 
'The bards of Grubſtreet, or Duke Humphrey's gal. 
This baſket · hilt protects wrong'd innocence, 1 
Orphans, diſtreſſed maids, and injur'd widows. 
5 ___; And is of very great uſe to 1 nn in. 


8 33 KimBow and DRAWER. 7 

- Kim. Score that quartern of brandy in the Half-moon, 
— be ſure froth thoſe mugs as I bi you.” Alack- a day 
Mr. Buſkin, I hope yoill pardon this rudeneſs—I have 


been call'd away ſo by one body or other, that 1 cou * 


not welcome you and your friends. 
2 7 Why then ſound all your inflruments of war, 

For Betty Kimbow ſtill breathes vital air. 

Car. Is it not ſomething aſtoviſhing to ſee this Familiar 
ty between a crown'd head, and a blue apronn 

Kim. Oons! why Rovin, you fon of a ilch what, 
have the getitlemen no drink yet ? —but now I think 
on ' again, Mr. Buſkin,this-room is too cold I have a fre 
an *rwere to roaſt an ox here within Come, I will 
ſhow you the way, and warrant you as liquor, a8 
ever was tipt over tongue — here is choice, I'Il aſſure 
vou bbrandy, October, ſtout, _oees a pint,” n 
ton, Derby, and Nottingham. 7 
Bu Why then, dear Beſs, Ofober let it be, 
Crown'd with a roaſt, and fit for thes' aud cv 

FE UI | (Exit. 

Car. A ele you, if you pleaſe gi. 

N With me! I am at your ſervice ; pray, what is 

your pleaſure ? 7 


| — You look, Sir, like 4 Ks « perſon that can * one a 
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rational anſwer as for your illuſtrious allies there, the 
king and the here, what for the majeſty of the one, and 
the terror of the other, I have not the boldneſs to alk 
em 4 civil queſtion. Your purpoſe, J underſtand, is on- 
ly to bait here, gx paſſart, er e eee 
Span. Notliing more indeed, Sir, we are tranſitory 
princes. N nnen 
Car. Cou'd not you prevail upon your brother poten- 
tates now to oblige this inn with a day or two's reſi- 
dence? - #1 8 
Span. But where is the leaſt proſpect of a tolerable 
audience, noble commander ? excepting yourſelf, and 
theſe honourable gentlemen of the boot, whom. we muſt 
admit I ſuppoſe upon courteſy— Is there any thing here 
that bears the face of a gentleman lt would be pro- 
faning the buſkin to tread in it for the diverſion of pea- 
ſants. „ 64 MESS 4: Fan 
Car- Pſha! you don't apprehend me my deſign is, 
that you ſhall g̃o and aſk leave of Sir Barnaby Bindover, 


to perform in his hall for the diverſion of him and his fa- 


mily this evening he grants your requeſt, and you 
will undertake to oblige me, 1 have twenty of theſe 
foging birds here at your ſervice. pus 
Span. Twenty guineas ! they are twenty tropes of 
Ciceronian Thetotic. © Sir, I'll engage for the perfor- 
mance, with the proviſo the knight gives his conſent, — 
Is he a man to be prevail'd upon ? 
Car. Yes, like moſt fools in office, with a little obſe- 
quious flattery—then tell him he ſhall be diverted gratis, 
which will be an irreſiſtible argument. 2 
' Span. Sir, if I don't bring it about, may I be degraded 
into a candle ſnuffer.— Vour honour has, I ſuppoſe, 4 
particular view in this enterprize but that, Sir, your 
obedient ſervants bave nothing to do with==—now, what 
play wou'd you have ? that's the guere. n 
Gar. Hold, let me conſider, | 1 756 E 
Span. What think you of Jeptha's raſh vow, or the 
hiſtory, of King David, with the, merry humour of 
Goliah, tranſlated out of bigh Dutch! 


- 


Nene 
Car. No, no, Mr, Spangle; I remember at Worceſter, 

about a twelve · montb ago, I ſaw a very pretty trapedy - 

of one act, perform'd, if I miſtake not, by this identi» 


cal 


% 
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cal company, to the admiration of all the ſpeators, 
Span. You mean the tale of Andromeda, Sir, I pre- 


4 * 99. 

Gar, The very ſame; I think I have the part of Per- FX 

ſens pretty freſh in my memory, and will act it my ſolf. M 

Now do you try to manage it fo, that Sir Barnaby may in a 

let his daughter perform that of Andromeda and yo you | 

mall ire the lady a private hint of the matter, if it's any out t 

i ways poſhble. | 7: | 7 
Span. It ſhall be done Sir, in verbo 8 from 

you muſt diſpenſe with all the machinery our fea Bs I 


loſt fix of its waves, by the carebeſneis of a rogue of a 
chamberlain, who ſet it on fire—and our planets are un- 
comatible at the bottom of our waggon -—— among 
fitches of bacon, and Gloſterſhire che: ſes—we bave a' 
muſtard bowel. indeed to make thunder, and our fidlers 
can find us roſin for lightning. 5 
Car. You have a Pegatus ? 

Span Yes, we have, Sir, but more like the Trojan 
horſe than Apollo's;. for a regiment of Greek rats have 
eat a hole thro' his belly. | 

Car. No matter; why mayn't a pair of /jack-boots 
repreſent riding, Mr. Spangle, as well as a ſword and 
ſcarlet rĩibbon does ſighting ? —So honeſt Bayes ſays, you 
knou - baxve you ever a monſter ?. | 

Span. We have a ſecond-hand dragon, that Joſt a 
wing and two claws in an opera laſt winter but wel 
furbiſh him up, never fear, Sir. | 


Enter KiznowW. | 
u. Captain, Captain, wou'd your bonour he pleas'd 
but to ſtep into next room for à moment, that rogve 
Macahone. is juſt comivg hither along with the colonel's 
man. 1 worw' give all my rings for a knock at his pate. 
Car. Keep your temper, old fool, I have a trick to play 
8 him, that's worth twenty beatings. _Go, Mr. Spangle, 
don't loſe a moment, employ all your rhetore. 
Span. Courage — never fear, Sir, I have a ſoft tongue, 


7 


and have but ſoft heads to deal with. (Exit. 1 

Car. Come, eme away, Beſs. muſt play leaft in gent 

fight. þ | Os | = Exit. 1M 
4:37 4 : Enter 


14 
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Enter JexEMY, MACAHONE, DRAWER, 


Jer. Well fat will you be after drinking, good coun- 
trymann 10 | 15 
Mac, Tree quarterns of Uſquebaugh, Joy, ard bring it 
io a balf-pint ee think you, all in one jug—go, run 
you little tief you — we ſhall be a great while drinking 
out this half crown, in plain dry drigk- 
Jer. Aud how far do you make it to London fhitty, 


from this place, Joy: 


Mac. By my ſhoul now, my dear, if it were well 
made, tis a good forty a mile but from London to 
this plaaſh agen, it is not ſo far by a deal. 


Enter Bor, and fills. | 
Are you brewing the Uſquebaugh, you little rogue, that 
makes you be ſuch a long while? What a fooliſh bribble 


brabble glaſs is here, it won't hold a bumper. 


er. Come, here is ou inclination now, Joy——and 
what was the firſt preferment that was upon you in Eog- 


land? | 
Mac. By my ſhoul I was Gentleman of de Horſe to a 


; great inn at Canterbury, and then they preſt me for a vo- 


Junteer, to make mea brave trooper man, and juſt as we 
were going to put the fight upon the Rebels, my horſe 
run away with me, and I brought'the firſt news of the 
battle, before it was begun. Fe x 

Jer. Don't ſtand preaching over your jug=———and how 
came you here, Joy ? 

Mac. Why atter I bad fold my borſe, den did I meet 
upon de road with this' very good Gentlemen ; for we 
were both upon our journies the very ſame way Joy, and 
I took a fancy to him fait, and he to me, and ſo we bot 
hired one another; and I-diſcovered a plot to carry off 
his own daughter, by a deefil of a Captain here Joy, and 
am very much in his Urſhip's good graces upon't. , 


Enter Ca kntxs, and SOLDIERS. 


Car. Mr, Macahone, your ſervant — a pleaſant 
' gentleman truly. Come, where are the handcuffs ? 


Mac. What is the meaning of all this, Joy? - 


14 Tun STROLLERS. 

Jer. Bit, by Saint Patrick, thats all, honeſt coun- 
tryman. - 

Car. This intruſion's a little uncivil —— but I only 
came to introduce theſe gentlemen here to your better ac- 
quaititance. - 

Mac. Ub bub boo, I know no buſineſs they bave with 
with, me, at all—what is it, I pray, Joy! 

Car. To ſecure you for a delerter —in order to be re- 
mov'd as your Colonel ſhall direct, and try'd for your 
life, Sir. We have your own confeſſion, and ] think o- 
ther good evidence. 


c. By St. Patrick, and I did conſel noting, and 


you have no evidenſh here, but this gentleman, and. he 
will not be after hanging his country man. 

Fer. Faith, but Iwill, my dear friend. 

Mac: Arra | Is not the brogue upon your tongue, 
Joy—but, by my ſhoul, it is upon your face, tho'—Ar» 
rah fait I will not be put in priſon, Joy, for all this — 
for my maſter has his Majeſty's commiſſion of the peace, 
and I am a priviledg'd parſon. 

Car. And I have bis Majeſty ' commiſſion of war, and 
will ſecure you in ſpite of your maſter's teeth, you ſhall 
ſee. 

Mac. And have you betray d me then you Engliſh dog 
you? I will (wear treaſon againſt you too Joy, and one 
rope ſhall ferve for us both. 

Car. Faith Mr. Macabobe you have plotted yourſelf 
on the gallows at laſt you have hinder'd me of a 
wife, and I will help you to a halter. 

Mat. Arra Captain, ſhall I have the favour to pu! the 
ſpaak upon your honour's worſhip one moment? 

Car. To ſpeak with me, tellow ? Pha, this is only a 
trick to gain time: Away with him. 

Mac. Fair Captain, and can make your honour a 
graat ſervice, for St. Patrick's nown ſake do but here me 
tree words, 

Car. Thou crifleſt. 

Mac. In good fait, but I don't Joy —ſend thoſe ribble 
rabble people away, and I'll tel] you. | 


Car. It works beyond expeCtation. | [ 4faae. 
Well, for once I will give you the hearing i 
Clear the room all of you, [ Exennt. 
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mark me, to priſon you go, Sir, that inſtant — 
What have you to ſay, Sir? 
Mac. In the firſt place, noble Captain —I beg your ho- 
nour twenty hundred thouſand pardons. for diſcovering 
your aſſaſſination — with Madam Fidelia, aud I will put 
you in a way to get poſſeſſion of her perſon by ſame ſtra- 
ragem or other, if you promiſe not to hang me, dear Joy. 
Car. Were there any depending upon thee, tho' I can't 
anſwer it to the ſervice, I wou'd run the hazard of ſtrain, 
ing a point—and if you prove as good as your word, en- 
gage you a pardon + 
ac. 'Why then, by St. Patrick, *tis true, Sir, or may 
J never eat a potato agen. | 


Enter Srax GE. ö x 

Span. Noble Captain, I bring you joyful tidings — I 
have manag'd it fo, that Sir Barnaby's molify'd, and his 
daughter acts Andromeda: as for our company, it is at 
your honour's devotion. 

Car. Nothing cou'd fall out more apropo you 
have laid the greateſt of obligitions upon me — Hear 
now what I ſay, Mr. Macahone, I give you your liberty 
on the condition you do me all the ſervice you can — 
Don't flatter yourſelf with the hopes that you ſhall get 
out of my clutches by the help of this artifice—for I will 
have you fo narrowly watch'd, that it ſhall be as impot- 
ible for you to make your eſcipe, as for your maſter to 
think of protecting you. — Go therefore, I hall ſtand in 
need of ſome of your aſſiſtance anon If I ſucceed, expect 
a reward, if [ miſcarry, a halter. 

Mac By my ſhoul, Sir, truſt me dis ounce, for as ſure 
as Þdid run away with the King's Majeſty's horſe, ou 
ſhall carry off the Juſtice's worſhip's nown daughter; 
but I pray you, let both my two bands be at liberty that 
I may be able to walk vp and down them. | 

Car. Come along, and they ſhall knock off your irons. . 


82 SCENE 
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Sc EN E changes to à hall in the Juſice's houſe. 


Enter Sir BARNABY, Ladies, Gentlemen, Servants, &c. 
to fee the Play,  _— 
Sir BARNABY, Au 

Ladies and Gentlemen, your ſervant, come take your 
ſeats without ceremony — the play is juſt. going to be- 
gin — You may think as indifferently as you pleaſe of 
the matter, but we have got a ſcene or two up I'll aſſure 
you — it will do your hearts good to fee the little huſſy 
perform the Priicels Dromedary. Ha ! I vow, they are 
here upon us already — Sit you down any how — Si- 
lence — TJrumpets. 


Enter Buſkin, as King Cepheus; Mrs. Buſkin, as Queen; 
' * Fid:ia, as Andromeda; ard Carbine, as Perſeus ; with 
a patch on his exe, jack bowts au, and a beveroy coats 


Ha! that's the park I (uppo'e that they told me had got 


the black eye by boxing with a Tinker at Aileſbury — 
Sience. LY | 
Bu/. Moſt valiant, Sir, we beg your further ſtay, 
At this our court of Athiopia, 
Where you have gain'd fuch fame, and charm'd us all 
By your high worth, and fea:s-heroical, 
We have not us'd you quite ſo ill, I trow, 
Tho” you have kept yourſelf incognito ; 
Nor thew'd ſe little complaiſance, I hope, 
That you ſhou'd thus uncourteoully clope, 
Juſt when my daughter's wedding too is ncar 
Eu verite "twauld not be cavalier. . 
Then pray pull off your boots, and beveroy, 
For, gentle knight, you ſhall not go mafoy. 
Car. I mult coufels, great Sir, your Majeſt y, f 
Altho' a ſtranger co my quality, 5 
+ Hath overwhelm'd me u ith civility. 
I haye been feaſted at your royal table, 
Commanded all the horſes in your ſtable, 
Where-e'er I went, your guards du corps ba” follow'd, 
And your good ſubjects tols'd their caps and Eollow'd. 
| But yet, great King, and Queen muſt debonair, 
| And thou, O Princels, lo divinely fair, 


This 
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This hour I'm forc'd to bid you all farewel;- 
How loth, alas, no mortal tongue cau tell, 
My things are all pack'd up in my valeſe, 
My horſes wait, and I-mult poſt for Greece. 
Fid. Altho' you have deny'd my royal Sire, 
You'll yield, I hope, at leaſt to my deſire. 
Sure, a young Princeſs cannot fear ſucceeding, 
With a the entleman of your good breeding. 
You can't refuſe (ſince tis your knightly duty); 
To break one lance in honour of my beauty. 
Nor muſt you go without a wedding favour, 
Of all our courtiers none ſhall have a braver. 
Then too, beſides, Sir, if you mult be jogging, 

Eat ſome ſack · poſſet firſt, and throw the Stocking. 
Car. O faireſt Princeſs! Cauſe of all my pain, 
Andromeda ſhould never ſue in vain. | 
But of your nuptials tell not me alack, | 
For tis like rubbing a gall'd horſe's beck. 

On you I doat, 1 own it on my knees, 
Io preſente here of both your Mijcſties,' 
And cannot brook to lee this form divine, 


Siace truth muſt out, in any arms but mine. 


Therefore I go, leſt miſchief ſhould enſue, 
And thus deſpairiog take my laſt adieu- 

Mrs. Buf: The Knight in love! 

Bu And with Andromeda! 
Why ſince tis ſo e'en let him go bis way, 
The girl's betroth'd ; my royal word is paſt, 
To.morrow morn, Prince Phineus has her faſt: 
And tho' this ſtranger valiant be, tis true, | 
My Duck, we know not what he is, nor who 

Fid. His declaration. has amaz'd me ſo, 
I almoſt doubt if it's a dream or no 
Oft have I ſeen his eyes on mine intent, 
But I'm ſo young IL know not what it meant. 
Oft have I heard him groan, and fetch a ſigh; 
But cou'd not gueſs, alas, the reaſon why. | 
Poor man, I'm forry for him heartily. ©. 


| B. 3 


[Exits- 
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Enter OrrickR. 

OF. I come, Sir, to acquaiut your Majeſty, 
That Neptune's daughter, great Cymodice, 
with her guard of Frytons àt your gate, 

Landed in alt her oceanick ſtate. 

Bu/. Ha! is it fo, I miſt run out and meet her. 
Sweet»neart, be ſure with all reſpect you treat her. 
Run, beat to arms. 

Mrs B. The nymph Cymodice, 
Prir ceſs of all our Æthiopian ſea. 

1 wonder child, io this tempeftuous weather, 
What ſuddemcauſe cou'd bring her highneſs hither ! 

Fid. Look here ſhe comes. 

p [Flouriſh of ſcuroy trumpets, 


Enter RatnBow and BUSKIN, Servants with basket. 


Kim . A rumour having pierc'd my ears from land, 
That this fair Lady's nuptials were at hand, 
] rake, O royal Sir, the liberty, 
Of coming to this great ſolemnity: 
And in il oſe baſkets bring you for your table, 
Preſents, I hope, that witt be acceptable, 
Cod, ſturgeon, ſalmon, turbots, crabs and oyſters. 
More than wou'd firve, next Priday, twenty cloyſters. 
Craw - ſiſh, the like ne'er made a ſoup at Brawn's, 
And living lobſters guarded round with prawns. 
But now, pray Ladies, let me free your modes: 
Cadſo, I ſee you've leſt off hiph commodes, 1 
Since I was Jaſt athere tis fifteen year, | 
Bieſs re, what monſtrous petticoats are here! 


N "Ns B. — | 
my Ha, ha, ha. 


FExeunt. 


Sir B Ha, ha, ba What think you of this, brother. 


* 
1 


. Pumkin > : 
Pum. It is the comicaleſt Tragedy ever Faw ion my 
lite. | | | han 

Buſ. Death and cobfuſion? 

Kim Am then yourJelt ? | | 
Well, Sir, I'thought 1 ſhould have been your gueſt, 
But ſinee I find your Ladies ſb uncivil, 
I wou'd as ſoon [tay dinner with the devil, 5 

| | Away 


* 


LExit. Sound here- 
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Away, my Tritoas, carry back your charge, 
Aud ſummon all my people ta the barge. 
Buſ Great nymph, | beg you will excuſe this blunder 
Kim. Revenge it, Sir, I will, as ſure as thunder. 
Expect to hear from wrong'd Cymodice, _ [ Exit. 
Buf. That furious frown portends ſome woe to me. 
| | [ Exit. 
7H Sir Bar. So, let me ſee who comes in next Lou mult 
** know, Ladies and Gentlemen, we are forc'd to ſkip a 
great deal of the play, for want of their machines as 
they call 'em, and becauſe I wou'd come to the fighting 


as ſoon as poſlible. — 


Re-enter BusK1N and Mrs. BUSKIN. 


'” Mrs. Bu/. Loſt and undone! 
Bu/. You Madam, and your daughter, 
Are, I ſuppoſe, the cauſe of all this ſlaughter. 
The affronted ſea-nymph. bas a monſter ſent, ; 
To make this havock on the Continent. © 
[Noiſe of ſhrieking and roaring. 
Mrs. B/. Hark, how with cries your ſubjects rend 
the welkin, 


And ſeamper juſt like mice before Grimalkin. 


* | Enter MESSENGER. 
Meſ. Great Sir, Apollo's prieſt, at your command, 
In his pontificals is here at hand. 4 
For to untold, unto your Majeſty, 
Which way you ſhall appeale Cymodice. 
Buſe Has the God lent him here, with a commiſſion ? 
Let's go, and learn the ſubject of his miſſion. | 
E For elſe, ſweet-heart, as ſute asthat's a ſteeple, 
3 I ſhall a Monarch be, without a people, 1 
Pum. This is the devil of a dragon, Sir Barnaby. 
N Sir Bar. Ay, Mr. Pumkin, and I have fifty of his co 
ſin germans quarter'd here in the neighbourbood but 
let me ſee, what comes next. N X. _ 
__ ©. Apollo's prieſt having acquainted the King hat 
nothing will appeaſe Neptune's daughter, but giving 
* up the young Princeſs to be devoured by the dragon, 
4 ſhe Fee by che tour winds to be ty d to the 
keck. | | : 


Come, 
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Come, come, _ "bring: her in, and let's have the thir 
battle, - Kin 
Enter SPANGLE, Buskix, Mes. BusxIN, and 2 

Tau xcuzox. my 

2 Fie, ſie, where's the young lady— this is all mel 

wrong, Sir, all wrong—l- wou'd not give a button for atoi 

all the performance. —| 

Sir Bur. Body o me——why daughter, daughter! / 
where can this huſſyj now be gone! ted 
Enter Macanones | mw 

Mac. Arra, by my ſhoul, and what is it your wors .-- 

ſhip makes ſuch a bubble bubble for, I pray? con 

Sir Bar. Why, for my daughter, you rogue——the but 
tragedy's quite {poil'd long of her now=——becaule ſhe. lov 
don't come. k wil 
Mac. By Sbaint Patrick, and the lady is gone, and TW: 

Her lover too Joy=——I am ſure I did let em bot out of thiz 
doors my nown felt. | tle: 

Sir Bar. Out of doors! Marry, Heav*n forbid, 3 


Mac. Upon my ſhoul now tis true, Joy I did let ( 
them out ſure enough—for I thought it was part of the 
? 1 believe they are gone to be married too, 


„ Bar. Marry'd! What, by Apollo's prieſt——the. 
fellow's craz'd o' my conſcience. 

Mac. No, by my ſhoul, Sir, but a good proteſtant 
prieſt that is over the way at Mrs. Kimbow' —and he is, 
atter ſpeaking a little conjuration en em, to make em 
one bone, Joy. 

Sir Bar, Thieves! Murder! a trick; a damn'd trick! 
L am robb'd, bit, bamboo, and ruvin'd—1'!] have 

e ry mother's fon of * bang'd, kings, princes and 
, 35 246 f i 


Enter Chas NE: and; FIDELIA. 


Car, Well, we have over reach'd you at laſt, Sir 
come, never look four, Lam as much above fearing your 
reſentment, as I am above valuing your money. 

Sir Bar. Starve aud e bech of you] ba ve no- 


. 


p ys 
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thing to ſay. to it, but ſhall take my revenge of Mrs. 


Kimbow, my Iriſh» dog, and thoſe raſcals. a; 
Car. But I take 'em under my protection, and will 


bring em off harmleſs in ſpite of your teeth, Sir. Come 


my aogel— never hope he'll forgive thee, marble will 
melt ſooner—than, the beart of an uſurer—the ſmalleſt 
atom in that heav*nly form is more to me than both Indies 
Il aſk none of his dirt. 

Fid. Forgiveneſ;, Sir, is all I aſk———and I'll be rivet- 
ted to this ſpot of earth till I obtain it I will, Sir, 
tho" you ſpurn me away | + 

Sir Bar. Nature begins to plead ſtrongly within me 


ſhe's the only child I have left—then I will pardon ber— 


come huſſy, thou'rt an undutiful baggage that's certain 
but I can hold out no longer captain, your diſintereſted. 
love for my daughter has gain'd upon me more than I am 
willing at this time to acknowledge. Change your quar- 


ters for this tenement, and make it your bome—l will. 


think of a portion as I find you deſerve one. Come gen- 
tlemen, let's forget and forgive, ſhake bands, ſing Old. 


Roſe, and be merry as tinkers. 


Car. I, on my knees, return ten thouſand thanks, Sir. 


In ſeme fam'd plays, tho' the deſign”s forgot, . | 


Yet here you find the play itſelf plot. 


EPL. 


* ** * 


EPILOGUE. 


Spoke * Miſe pre jun, as Captain of the 
"Lilliputians, at — head of ber company. 


* * 


H LT! halt H you ſlaves, you're now at my com- 


mand, | i 
Then march 0 further; oon 55 you raſcals ſtand. | 
We captains, when recruiting, ſpeak 'em fair, 
But bully when the wretches liſted are.] 
Thus arm'd, I caſt a terror all around ; 
Then what proud Spaniſh foe dares ſt and his ground? 
They tell me, Joarr of Are, a Gallic dame, 
(In days of yore) acquir d immortal fame; 
When ſhe her weapon from her ſcabbard drew, 
The boldeſt hero from her fury flew. - 
What! tho” my ſtature does not high advance, 
I dare as much as any maid of France: 
To pleaſe this gentle, generous circle here, 
I wou'd in various ſhapes each night appear. 
1a breeches now, then petticos ts be ſeen; 
From prince, and page, to little Harlequin. 
The gift of changing Proteus I'd inherit; 
One day with Falſtaff, and the next a ſpirit. 
Yet, I muſt own, the breeches pleaſe me moſt, 


Tho, in the wearing, my weak ſex is loſt, 8 
82 | To 
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To leave theſe breeches will give wond”rous pain, i 


If fate &er loads me with a marriage chain: 


Therefore good ſpouſe muſt let me wear em till, 


My reaſon's good—it is— becauſe I will. 


They give me ſuch a bold and manly air, 


That I can think of nothing elſe but war, 


| Therefore, I never will reſign my poſt, 


But haſte with theſe to reach the Spaniſh coſt: 
No fear of danger ſhall our courage alter ; 
We'll die with pleaſure to defend Gibraltar, 


- When flying fame proclaims my forces nigh, 
The braveſt Spaniard will for ſaf' ty fly. 


To the great JuLivs, general of Rome, 


Swift as the fates, CAME, SAW, AND OVERCOMEs 


N. 
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